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Hirotaka Suzuki 
RTFCLLY FLVD 2 


Hirotaka Suzuki 
RTFCLLY FLVD 1969 


Bedroom 


Lying back on her bedspread, legs and arms 
akimbo. Curtains danced above her face, 
tempting her tickled, girlhood thoughts to race. 
Her fingers lingered, flushed her fanny warm, 
inside her ripe mind, wanton thoughts swarmed. 


Static cling from nylon sheets, edged with lace, 
scratched her skin, tingled her body to brace 

as squeaks from footsteps on the stairs, caused alarm, 
if her parents entered, they would not knock. 


Now, spider-webs shiver at her windows, 
sleep’s broken by ticks of her carriage clock. 
Her duvet heats skin, her heart is hollow, 

in fine linen nighties she takes sleepwalks, 
seeks desires to bed into tomorrows. 


Ceinwen E Cariad Haydon 


Lush Recluse 


Her writing stalls. She sighs, paces out her rooms. 
Through loose windows flow draughts of lemon thyme. 
Sober dawns gift moorland, fired up by broom — 
nightly, stars enchant her, drunk on moon shine. 


Puzzled, nosey neighbours distrust her face, 

kids outside hear strange cries: are they blessings 

or damned curses. Crabby hands twitch nets of lace, 
eyes see nothing; drapes deny their trespass. 


Her provisions are delivered, set down 

by her door: bags of bait and wine-boxes, too. 

She drags them in when there’s no-one around 

gulps Chablis chilled, with no time to chew food. 
Ice numbs her throat, notions flow from her brain, 
she tries to scribe words she’s pissed down the drain. 


Ceinwen E Cariad Haydon 


Lowest Low Tide 


Sand expanse and rocks exposed 

for brief flashes in cycling spring tides. 
I seize my chance to go far out, 

closer to off-shore Coquet Island. 
Oyster catchers call, lure me across 
silver-mirrored beach and lug-worm casts 
towards a silhouetted shag sitting 
motionless on splintered boards, once 
a fishing boat, Neptune's sacrifice. 

I stand and stare, absorbed. Myself 

no matter — 


sliding on notions, cloud-gathering 
dreams, to remember when landlocked 
away from stinging salt air. Tears 

leak from my eyes, neither happy 

nor sad though intense. Profoundly here 


as Hauxley’s spring tide turns. Iced ripples 

flood, float me back, seep and soak socks 

through worn-out trainers. Flat pools stir 

and flow, circle my viewpoint, cut me off 

from Coquet’s watch one way, dunes the other. 

I run and splash, catch seaweed in shoe-laces, turn 
my ankles on patterned pebbles, barnacled stones. 


Breathless, bedraggled, I accidently crush 

a tiny crab. When it’s clear I will not drown 
today, I squawk at seagulls, dance awkward jigs, 
shriek with laughter, shake with lust for life. 


Ceinwen E Cariad Haydon 


John Adelman 
Sculpture 091820.1 


John Adelman 
Putting the Yippe back in 


Yippe-kay-yay 


Stolen 
words from Berryman 


There were strange gatherings. A vote would come 
After folk go out to put up sign with rope 

And others call out lie, truth (but not with rope). 
Such is the under, such is the over: come dark 
Sound, music light, both trouble all in question. 
Some 

All in exclamation shout, follow, run, park. 


Such is the over, such is the under, and heart 
Has nothing to do with it, head neither. Groin 
consists 

All the matter, tries to calculate time, when sick 
Sound, sure light, trouble. And trouble trysts. 
So go folk out to rope and sign and put out 


Nothing. Go flick anger to ride, ready. 

Mutter spell to change hurt. And twist stark 

Berry and lemon, sour reward, sour bet--onward 
Into clothed fingers and gloved knees, turn steady 
Knock, stunned bell, and plaster lives into work. 
Such is the under, such is the over, such is the word. 


Alan Ainsworth 


After Mandelstam 


We live, no country beneath us, 

Our speeches are not heard in ten steps, 

And where we can try to talk, 

They will remember him, and shut up. 

His small fingers, like worms, are fat, 

And words, like pudgy weights, are half-true, 
Roaches, laughing eyes 

That shine his small shoes. 


Surrounding him, a thin-necked mutter. 

He plays to hear fawning of half-people, 

Who whistle, who meow, who whine; 

He only blares and pokes, 

Like horseshoes, gives an order for an order - 

In the groin, on the forehead, on the brow, in the eye. 
Whatever is his execution is a raspberry 


And the broad chest of a beast. 


Alan Ainsworth 


Joe Rzodkiewicz 
Bed Hair on a Monday Morning in Hell 


Taz, Like the Devil 
ByR.C. Rice 


I stopped at a bar I hadn’t been to in a thousand years to meet an old friend whom I had never 
met. Arturo and Taz were in the middle of a game of pool, which I just happened to walk into the 
middle of. It is quite a small bar. Arturo must have had a cold because he was sniffling incessantly. 
Being Puerto Rican, he spoke in a dialect only a bilingual could understand. He promptly 
introduced me to Taz, who explained it was Taz, like the Tasmanian devil. Taz, a mountain of a 
man, dark-skinned and sly grin, thrust out a meat cleaver of a hand, which I gripped in the strong, 
Texas way, as we struck up an interesting conversation. Both were as friendly as any I had ever 
met in a dark, late-night, Houston bar. After a bit of discussion, I found myself sitting alone in 
front of a tall IPA. After a few sips, nature was calling. I opened the door to the pisser just to be 
face to face with Taz again. He was doing a line of blow off the huge, right tit of a bare-breasted 
Italian woman. Both looking my way just as the door opened, they returned my stare as the 
woman said, “Don’t worry, I am Sicilian, this happens all the time!” I nodded as to agree. 
Walking past them in the tiny restroom, I noticed the 9 mm pistol dangling loosely out of Taz’s 
pocket, looking like it would fall to the ground with any sudden movement. Just in case, I 
guessed. ‘Taz flashed his winning grin again in my direction. I did what I had come to do, 
although it seemed longer and louder than I can ever remember. I turned around just as the big 
boobed woman said she wanted to do a line on Taz’s manhood. I had no doubt that there would 
be a considerable amount of blow lined out, but this was my cue to exit. I smiled to both as I 
hastily scampered out of the restroom and back to my cold beer. As I was enjoying my IPA and 
chatting with the chubby tattooed barmaid, I took a good look around. A couple of older white 
guys, heavy into their drink, were trying to slurringly solve the world’s problems. There was a 
fluffy guy that had been eyeing me and licking his lips since I first sat down. This wasn’t the first 
time that I had been hit on by a guy from across the room. Still don’t really understand why. A 
few, young, black girls were fighting about who was gonna take care of the tab. It was only a bit 
unusual to see such a plethora of cultural stereotypes in a late-night dive. By the time I finished 
my beer, it was last call. I thought about another, but decided against it. I go to leave, but Taz is 
standing at the door. He invites me outside. He says he and his friends want to go to an “after- 
hours” bar. I look up to see the more than half dozen black guys looking at me. Taz laments that 
there are too many friends to fit in his car. They need someone else to help them out. They would 
make it worth my while. Realizing that I am now the only one around, and since Taz and I had 
already made friends, I didn’t know if I had much of a choice. Looking into Taz’s eyes, I see that 
the coke had done its job. His blood-shot eyes and the absence of his winning grin did make him 
look like a devil, or at least a demon. There are times in life when one decision can make all the 
difference in the world. There I stood, dwarfed by this massive, stoned man, surrounded by an 
unknown number of his friends. Was saying no even an option? After a long pause, I grabbed 
Taz’s shoulder, complained that I had to be at work by 8:00 am or I would definitely spend all 
night with the guys. Taz just mumbled an okay. As I turned to walk to my truck, I could feel 
their eyes heavy upon me. Fifty yards suddenly turned into miles. I jumped in my truck and 
drove away, breathing deeply, but feeling alive with being alive. Less than two months later, the 
COVID hit and I have not been back to the little bar. Perhaps, I will go again. I would play a 
game of pool with the sniffling Puerto Rican, Arturo, and enjoy another conversation with the 


devilish Taz. 


Kristy Peet 


Holding Court: Day 63 
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Kristy Peet 
Holding Court: Day 175 
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Kristy Peet 
Holding Court: Day 224 


Phoebe Bridgers’ Punisher: You Wanna Speak of Punishing; Let’s Speak of Punishing. Ready to 
Speak of Punishing, Here We Go 


By Brandon Hernsberger 


This will be a thought experiment. So stay with me. Please stay. Close your eyes. Right 
now (get the audiobook of this article; it’s out there, it is. Or Braille it.). Eyes closed, picture a 
crayon. No not a crayon, a box of crayons. No not a box of crayons, a room of crayons. Master 
suite at the home of a child’s design, ball pit included (rainbow colored balls, and it’s a neon 
rainbow room made of cereal). Those crayons, they can and do, read. They read Dostoevsky, 
they read Nabokov, they also read DeLillo and Roth and probably Derrida and almost surely 
they read Rowling and definitely Shel Silverstein. They ride bikes. Do cartwheels. Blow bubbles. 
Eat candy as a meal (because isn’t it a meal?). The crayons are this and they’re that; they’re not 
just up and down or side to side—they’re the direction of a bouncy rubber band dribbled by a 
puppy. Now open them eyes. I present to you: 


Phoebe Bridgers. 


She’s been around a while now, a long enough while (it’s a REALLY short long) to be 
compared to the greats. The. Greats. Capitals are important here. With her two records, Stranger 
in the Alps and her newest, Punisher, Phoebe has proven herself to be (yes, I’m going here) one of 
(if not the) greatest songwriter of some generation (Generation Whatever, just make up a name 
there are so many generations at this point). She’s an acolyte of the Conor Oberst tree of 
songwriters (though you know, we are all acolytes of that tree; what a perfect looking crooked 
tree it is, isn’t it?). She knows it’s language, all of it. Try to think of a thing or person or animal, 
film or album, thought or dream...all language. Phoebe has figured out the formula in the way 
that only Conor has; they’re the only two. Don’t give me your John Lennons but do give me 
your Bob Dylans (what I mean...give me JUST Bob Dylan, oh and also Tom Waits), and you'll 
have some idea of where Bridgers sits on the pantheon. 


Stranger in the Alps is transcendent; Punisher transcends the transcendental. From word 
one the record is an audible magic trick, one that shouldn’t be possible but is possible because the 
impossible becomes possible when in the hands and brain and fingers and mouth of a god. The 
record continues the thematic work of Stranger in the Alps: alienation, youth (redundant), the act 
of alienation and youth as redundancies, acting as a woman in what is (thankfully) becoming a 
woman’s world. Phoebe knows it’s hard, and she wants you to know she knows that you know 
or should know that it’s hard to be who she is, a woman who is younger and smarter than us all, 
prettier than us all, but ambivalent about the entire world except not ambivalent about language 
because yeah, she owns it. Punisher begins and ends with songs that will become fixtures in the 
indie canon, or are fixtures already. ‘Kyoto,’ ‘Punisher,’ ‘Graceland Too,’ ‘Savior Complex’; they 
all say things that should have been said before and why weren’t they? They weren’t because they 
weren't, that’s why. Only Phoebe has it in her to say them, and that's what makes her singular as a 
songwriter (do NOT say poet to me; she’s not a poet, goodness; IT’S NOT THE SAME 
THING, writing songs and writing poems: poems are boring, songs are not boring). Put 
Punisher in your ears and be ready for audible heroin laced with visual cocaine, a fever dream for 
the dreamers. Phoebe and the Chocolate Factory. 


Go now. And fall. 


Justin Varner 


Shattered Mimic 
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Justin Varner 
Cape Fear 
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Justin Varner 
Crumble Creak 


This isn't a Rorschach inkblot 
test. 


These are the remains, blood- 
soaked into the sidewalk, of a 
young man killed in a bar 
shooting spree, where more 
than 50 bullets had been fired. 


The first I learned of the 
shooting happened early 
Sunday morning on October 
7th, 2019. My daughter and I 
hopped into the car for our 
morning Starbucks ritual when 
a quarter mile from our home 
was a CSI team. There were 
about 40 yellow markers all 
over the parking lot of the 
plaza and on the road. Some 
bystanders were sitting on the 
sidewalk on the edge of the 
scene looking distraught. The 
whole scene was completely 
silent. 


Stain on the Sidewalk 


By Lise Lafond 


After spending many evenings together watching Forensic Files 
and other reality crime shows, my daughter and I knew what 
this meant: someone had been killed very close to our home. 


I didn't notice the stain on the sidewalk right away. I drove by 
the spot every day on my commute to work. I thought I could 
see a large red pattern on the sidewalk, but I could not believe 
it was someone's blood. I assumed that surely the authorities 
would clean such a sacred and profane stain from the sidewalk. 
After a week had passed, and the stain had had time to collect 
dirt, a clear outline of a human body emerged. 


Again, I could not believe a person's blood would be left on a 
public sidewalk, so I did some research. Sure enough, news 
coverage of the shooting that night showed a body covered 
with a white tarp right at the spot where I had been seeing a 
clear body outline. The outline was, therefore, the result of this 
gentleman's blood soaking deep into the sidewalk. 


How can this be? I asked myself. Isn't there a protocol to clean 
up crime scenes that occur in a public place? Doesn't the city 
have a plan for this kind of situation? It turns out they don't, 
at least not in Houston. I ran a few Google searches, clean up 
crime scene public place, Houston protocol crime scene clean- 
up, public place cleanup protocol. As I surfed the net all I 
found were commercial businesses who would come to your 
home, or place of business, for a fee, and clean crime scenes 
there. There was nothing at all to be found about taking care 
of the aftermath of a crime in a public place. 


Clearly, no one has taken care of this young man's remains 
outlined so clearly on the sidewalk. As a newcomer to 
America, I thought the American identity was based on some 
sort of enthusiastic team spirit. But what I am seeing is a kind 
of ruthless individualism. The last time I drove by, there was a 
pedestrian walking, and when he got to my friend, he skipped 
over him gracefully so as not to trod on him. Perhaps there is 
hope yet. 


21 


— 


w — 4 
M 


seis Z s 
e a ¥ x A 


4 | 
Kay Tasuji 
This is what's going on 
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| Kay Tasuji 
Purple City 
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Kay Tasuji 
Kindred 
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you can have your humanity 


sitting lone in the soft needled pines 
i felt safer than in the company 
of other humans 


people feel 


so unsafe 


i have always known they were 
the monsters 
not the things in the dark with fangs 


because humans hurt each 
other for sport, 


but these monsters are just trying 
to feed their appetite; 


that may be terrifying but what is more 
scary? 

a person hurting you because they 
need to or because they want to? 


the second is more repulsive to me, 

and so many people who said they loved me 
made that claim so i would stay and then took 
advantage of and preyed upon my kindness; 
so you can have your humanity 


you will find me conversing with nature. 


linda m. crate 


(Gİ 


David McClain 


Inferno (Double Negative) 
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David McClain 
Still Life (Bee) 
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David McClain 
Avant (after Duchamp) 


Mourners, in 4 Acts 
By X.A.O. Juniper 


The Stage 

Great Sun glares. The glare-sun spits, throbs. Spittle-sprays its fury. Flare-sun churn-whips, fury sears 
the thatch-street town; singe-star hate-swells, belly out within reach of a long-armed man stood, with 
care, roof-topping. Snaggle-roofed town, Chaos Itself in miniature, vaguely polygonal, vaguely red 
(besmeared off-redly twice per annum (by highest of orderers) since the first order (Portuguese), 
bespackled in the cheapest rouge bought or begged, bottom-barrel reds never concocted (nor 
imagined) to survive such near and angry suns (nor imaginable). 


The Players 

“We are here,” Reston pipes. Squeak-nervous inevitable. He is nodded forward: Org. Rep. Reston lifts 
cloth (sweat-yellow) from face (as only young-dumb Reston). It is Malange. “Mrs. Malange Monday 
Thursday” because on-time on duty, vacationless (well, untaken) four years. Also famously stingy 
with ‘R’s. Unsmiling a greeting to anyone entering, exiting, re-entering or re-exiting, re-exiting after 
re-entering, and every possible variation thereof: “Welcome in West’in Pet’ol.” Reston, 21, asalleged 
by passport, 14 as belied by every metric to separate one from the hordes of pre-pubescent, and (and 
far worse (“better for you” (me) pointed out early days in-shift) very obvious on his first international 
shift (if not first travel out-state (“if not first proof of previously hypothesized existence of geography 
beyond the single Kentucky county which obviously birthed every Kentuck’ stereotype since Mr. 
Boone the demi-god was took up into the stars” which, spoken with such subtlety of wry, made things 
worse for speaker (me) until Reston proved to be as frequent as he was endless)). Thus, beckoned and 
called for countless menial tasks whether legitimate or (and more frequently) forgeried. Viz: sent to 
correct her on the first of his Tuesdays (the first Monday set aside to recover from first-classless 5 
hours from Madrid), Reston returned, red-faced, high-squeaked. “Fierce.” It had been tried before 
(everyone of us has a first first Monday), Mrs. Malange held her ‘r’s with ferocity. 4 years of callers, 
candidates for position, governmental inspections (pre-paid), random stoppers-by. Soon, island entire 
yelled, “Hey! Westin Petal” sighting decal, fifteen-shades faded, mud-spangled and road-blotched (as 
if by ferocious hand) to silence the ‘r’s entire in Western Petrol. Baby Reston, barely apprentice, Sir 
Leastmost, bravest of chickens, assumed his renown, almost instantly national, when, she (Malange, 
constant in reticence, ferocious of pupil) him, bland in hair and pallid of feature, gawk-worthy in 
motion (seemingly more contraption than man) all gawp-eyed at being Reston, Out and Upon the 
Face of the World (with the dungarees, of course, excessively over-pocketed and vaguely 
Livingstonian) Malange called Boy to him You, Boy, You Weston Boy biting back, confirmedly not 
just for us, any rumor of ‘r’. So, he was Boy Weston, scion-at-large of the nonexistent Mr. Weston 
(robber-baron extraordinaire, prodigious peopler of worlds) amongst the local gentry. 


Act 1. 

It was Reston brought the messenger in. We, tourists of the Life spectacular. Interlopers prodigal, 
sworn to prime directives, passers-through in greater reality, dabblers in the Actual, do nothing, sweat. 
Shift our feet, clear our throat, mutter civilized platitudes, perfected through the centuries, smoothed 
until unanimous, shorn less than useless, whittled to nubbins. Condolences automated through 
chronic and ritual over-use, constantly recorded, reworded, exaggerated and sanctified, translated, 
given false emphasis, and gifted down generations of exponential and compounded disinterest. So we 
shift our throats. Mutter with our feet. Drowse ourselves in half-remembered liturgy. 

“No,” we are told (to no actual question). “It is most proper to visit.” 
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Act2 
Death room, mingled in earth and humble, immanence and scorn. “He is come” cries mine host 


(assumedly Mr. Monday Thursday). Reston pallid. 
It is now. 


We are in the presence of The Dreadful Sigh. The Quencher of Breaths. The Effacer of Selves. Ol’ 
Square Toe, himself, Sir Cease. De-Animator. Reviser Most Ultimate. Arch-Lord of Not. Mother 
Cracker. He of Hes. The Last Word. The Final Caller. He bears a name, inked and let to dry, curling 
itself on ancient skin. He dallies one more breath, watching until her eyes bulge. 


Freed of ceremony, rabid, he tears the tin from the roof, rolls it tight as a stake, drives it into her chest. 
He smiles (it is told), leers in joy, pulls chunked, leftover-sun from bottomless pockets, forces them 
through her nose and ears, holds them sizzle-deep in brain pan. 


She shudders. She, sweating; we sweat; misplace our eyes. Her breath thins, keens against the 
sweating walls. The us, men, sweat; the others, women, keen. 


Minutes before sunset (guilt-star, get you gone!), she is flaking, she is husk. 


Act 3 
Later, whiskey-near in nearly clean Styrofoam. Our balcony, over-lording the town, over looking the 
groaning tin, crackling reds, over rusty people, a-shamble in the dusk, wormy. 


Half-knock. A child pushed at us. Malange, reborn adolescent and wear-faced, shoved as miracle 
before the heathens. 


We drink. Drink again. Look at her. Drink. Look over the city. Refill our Styrofoam. 


Act 4 

Late next day he’s found: old man in perfect stillness on once-three-legged stool. Buddha of Perfect 
Non-movement, breath held beneath a crumbled once-wall; the man, father of the father of Malange, 
last blood of the Malange-faced girl in tow. Deepens non-movement when we tell (in half-sun’s half- 
light halved by crumple-wall, some assume him statuary): English first, then Spanish, then Agustin, in 
a language like a fat-bodied spider, afraid of the light. The dirt at his old-man’s feet is soft and cool; 
smooth as his toes. Tiny, curly hairs on shin bones, knees are loose and gray. 


He bends at the waist (so sudden, Reston yelp-creaks, back jumps). Head almost in dirt, face forward- 
sags. The eyes spring quicksilver to earth, rush in rheum and ancient, countless loss. It puddles, 
muddens at our feet. 


Epilogue 
In first sure-dark, the bats leap out-up, arc, chirp-cry to the town “Sun spent! Sun sleep!”. Dance-dip, 
whirr-spin, black zags across the empty ink-sky. Dogs bark. The shadow-town is black; alas, some 
breath for the commoners. Reston, lone Scout among half-men, alone thought “flashlight”, down- 
shines a lone white dot (lone light alone in a world wide with hollow and deep with black), low- 
rumbles “ya’ll seen my shoes?” The old man watches us, holds the hand of the daughter of his 
daughter’s daughter eyeing us in turn, ferocious. 
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Chris Coffin 
Still Life 
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Chris Coffin 


Still Life 
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Chris Coffin 
1/20, No. 13 


The Authoritarian Promise and the Dispositionally Incompatible 


Tires have been bursting like that all day. 
Pity, just when I need them whole 
they rust their bolts instead. 

A dangerous god once said, 

“Don't quote me, but this is hopeless 
so lease, it makes for more hell sense." 
Then adopt an adaptation trait such as 
rinses, dyes and wigs. 

I know a bar where Bloody Mary 
doth protest like Little Nell. 
Fortunately we persisted and won 
our trivia debauchery quiz. 

Sipping sweet, sweet wine 

as the wreckers, exhausted, 

eyed us compassionately. 


Colin James 
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anthologies. She holds an MA in Creative Writing 
[Newcastle University, 2017]. She is a Pushcart and 
Forward Prize nominee (2019). She believes 
everyone’s voice counts. 


Brandon Hernsberger 

Dr. Brandon Hernsberger has been teaching at 
HCC for over ten years and was at one time a 
contributing music critic at the Houston Press 
writing articles on a spectrum of artists; from 
Justin Bieber to Kanye West, Taylor Swift and the 
Jonas Brothers and Lil’ Wayne to Adam Lambert. 
He is presently working with Clap Your Hands 
Say Yeah on a book project about the band’s 
eponymous record, Clap Your Hands Say Yeah, 
due to be published in 2021. As of this writing Dr. 
Hernsberger is trying like helium balloons to get a 
project in the air about the work of Conor Obert 
and Phoebe, separately and together. You can 
contact him at b.hernsberger@hccs.edu. 


Colin James 

Colin James has a couple of chapbooks of poetry 
published. Dreams Of The Really Annoying from 
Writing Knights Press and A Thoroughness Not 
Deprived of Absurdity from Piski's Porch Press 
and a book of poems, Resisting Probability, from 
Sagging Meniscus Press 


X.A.O. Juniper 

X.A.O. Juniper (a gnome del plum) was raised by a 
kindly, widowed wart-hog who found him one late 
night around the 30th of February in the fateful 
year of 1998. Assumed to be an abandoned baby 
(almost 35), the widow raised him as her own. 
Upon the death of his adopted mother, he tried to 
make his way in the world of man with many 
adventures and years of intense boredom. 


Eventually, disaffected with modernity, he returned to the 
ways of his youth and lives now among the wart-hogs of 
North Katy. 


Lise Lafond 

Lise Lafond is an adjunct faculty member at Houston 
Community College. She is dedicated to her students in 
the Intensive English and English Department. Her 
degrees are Interdisciplinary in nature. She is celebrating 
her empty nest by writing a collection of essays entitled 
“America: It’s Not What You Think.” 


David McClain 

David McClain is a Houston based interdisciplinary artist 
and writer with an MFA from the School of the Art 
Institute of Chicago and degrees from Rice University and 
the University of Houston Law Center. His work has 
appeared in print in Borderlands, Fotonews Zeitung Für 
Fotografie, Fifth Wednesday Journal, the Houston 
Chronicle, Time Out New York, and in numerous 
exhibitions. 


Kristy Peet 

Kristy Peet was born in Dallas, Texas and completed her 
undergraduate work at Austin College in Sherman, Texas 
and her MFA in Photography from Savannah College of 
Art and Design in Savannah, Georgia. 

She is a photographer focusing primarily on staged images 
conceptually related to the internal personal state. Her 
work has been shown in solo and group exhibitions across 
the US and is in the collections of the Museum of Fine 
Arts, Houston and Savannah College of Art and Design. 
Kristy lives and works in Houston, Texas. She is currently 
Professor of Art at College of the Mainland. 


R.C. Rice 

Born in Pasadena, Texas to a fourth-generation Texan, and 
a woman of Mexican decent, R.C. Rice was the 
embodiment of his bicultural environment. Raised in 
small Texas towns, as well as Houston, he spent his high 
school years in deep East Texas. After six years living in 
Monterrey, Mexico, he landed a job at Houston 
Community College in early 2002. His first short story 
described a heart-wrenching incident with his estranged 
father. After reading, his mother asked that he not write 
about family. Today, he tries to detail the incredible events 
that transpire in the most multicultural US city. 


Joe Rzodkiewicz 

Joe Rzodkiewicz is a sixty-one-year-old father of three 
who makes his art from Pittsburgh. He is a "primitive" 
with no formal training in the arts. His principal art form 
is Collage Art Video Experiments using juxtaposition and 
relativity to story tell. 


Hirotaka Suzuki 

Perhaps I am painting the cruelty of contemporary life 
because it is in opposition to my naive outlook. In 
contrast with the physical features of my paintings, I 
think I am visualizing my feeling of anxiety in 
contemporary life. Though I do not think I am fully 
aware of the relationship between this cruelty and my 
anxiety, I represent this unsure feeling as figuratively 
as possible, and I am trying to figure it out in my 
painting. 


Kay Tasuji 

Kay Tasuji has received her BFA from the University of 
Houston and currently lives and practices in Houston, 
Texas. Her pieces reflect a mixed identity of interaction, 
collectiveness, solace, isolation, struggle, chaos, and 
turmoil on a constantly evolving stage. She is interested in 
the intricacy, flexibility, continually changing or 
sometimes seemingly static state of individuals and the 
inconsistencies and contradictions that human life can 
unfold. She uses organic lines and natural forms that 
create soft shadows and shapes. She loves to use bursts of 
vivid colors to evoke emotional invasion against a 


backdrop of calmness, stillness, and apparent uniformity. 


Justin Varner 

Justin is an artist and professor in Houston, TX. His work 
utilizes a variety of mediums in search for unknown 
artifacts from places we cannot see, but know is there. 
www.justinvarner.com 


